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I TY the avs # a poor r old Man! „ 
P Whoſe trembling Limbs have borne kin to your Addi 
Whoſe Days are divindled to the ſhorteſt Span, en 
Oh! give Nelef and Heav't n will bleſs your Store. A 
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Theſe tatter'd Cloaths my Poverty beſ peak, | 
Theſe hoary Locks proclaim my lengthen'd Years, 28 85 
And many a Furrow in my Grief-worn Cheek | Va! 
Has been the Chantiet to a Stream of Tears. I 
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12 1 
Yon Houſe, erected on the riſing Graugd, 
With tempting Aſpect drew me from my Road, 


For Plenty there a Reſidence has found, 
And Grandeur a magnificent Abode. 


Hard i Is is Fate of che infirm, and poor 
Here craving for a Morſel of their Bread, 


A pamper'd Menial forc'd me from the Door, 
To ſeek a Shelter in an humbler Shed. 
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> Oh! take me to your hoſpitable Dome, 2 


Keen hrs the Wind, and piercing is the Cold | | 
| Short is my Paſſage to the friendly Tomb, | 
For I am poor-—and miſerably old. 

5 | | Shou'd 1 I reveal the Source of exery Grief, 

| If ſoft Humanity e er touch. d your. Breaſt, 

Your Hands wou d not withhold the kind Relief, 

And Te cars of Pity could not be  repreſt. EH . 
man wink Misfortunes--—why; Ane we Ys 

| ___ *Tis Heav'n has brought me to the State you ſee: 

r And 


n 
And your Condition may be ſoon ene 
The Child of Sorrow and of Miſery. N 


— 
o 
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1 little Farm was my paternal Lot, 
Then like the Lark I ſprightly hail'd the Morn , 
But ah! Oppreſſion forc'd me from my Cot, 
My Cattle dy'd, and blighted was my Corn. 


My Daughter once the Comfort of my Age 
Lur'd by a Villain from her native Home, 


Is caſt abandon'd on the World's wide Stage, 
And doom'd in ſcanty Poverty to roam. 


My tender Wife ſweet Soother of my Care 
Struck with ſad Anguiſh at the ſtern Decree, 
Fell---ling' ring fell a Victim to Deſpair, | 
And left the World to Wretchedneſs and me. : — 


Pity the Sorrows of a poor old Man 
Whoſe trembling Limbs have borne him to your Door, 
Whoſe Days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt Span, 
Oh! give Relief—and Heav'n will bleſs your Store. 
A 2 Th 


To a Fzxars Friex, occaſioned by the Death” of hier 
wal: kf 4 ae. 002 5 re- 4 
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FATHER. . * 
* to my Dz11a---in whoſe gentle Breaſt 3 
No troublous Storms were ever wont . 
Oh! may thy trickling Sorrow be repreſt, 
Submiſſive to the Mandate of the Skies. 
Grief is a Thorn that rankles in the Heart, 


Deſpoils the Cheek of Nature's gen'rous Bloom, 
Robs the Eye's Radiance of its pointed Dart, 


And marks us immaturely for the Tomb. 


Thine was a Father - who can fay how dear? 
Studious for ever of his Children's Weal ; 
Pay then, Oh Sympathy ! the piteous Tear, 

Too well I know the Agonies they feel. 
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Shou'd I now ſee thee in thy lone Retreat, 
Steep'd in fad Grief---ah ! Grief that once was mine; 
Each tender Fibre of my Heart would beat | 

In melanchtoly Uniſon with thine. 
8 But 


1 
But let us check the Tide of fruitleſs Woe, 
And ſtill the Outrage of the Boſom's Pain; 
Nature will force ſome filial Drops to flow, 
But Reaſon ſays - Tis impious to complain. 


Few Men can boaſt of ſuch a long Reprieve, 
How many wither in their morning Prime? 


He toil'd the Day, and in the tedious Eve 
Was wafted gently to a happier Clime. 


Tho' the World frown — let not my DeL1a fear, 
Thine muſt be Bliſs---if Aught is Bliſs below; 
She, who to Virtue lends a liſt' ning Ear, 

May ſmile in Peace upon the deadli'ſt Foe. 


Yes ſure my DxL1a muſt be doubly bleſt, 
To whom each darling Attribute is giv'n ; 
Soft Pity is the Inmate of her Breaſt, 

And Pity is the Favourite of Heav'n. 


— 


When Fancy's Eye hath found thee out a Mate, 

4 ' . 

Such be the Man whom Providence ſhall ſend ; 

4: * One 


18 2 
One who will ſooth thee in the loweſt State, 
-T he tender Faruzx, and the taithful Friend. 


A Tart addreſs'd to the Rev. F. B 


N == non beatifſ mum f, gui eft totus aptus ex 4 ße, N 


quique in ſe uno ſua ponit omnia. TULL. 


= A The ſweet Poſſeſſion of a peaceful Mind ; 
'A peaceful Mind--- which can alone beftow 

A Taſte of genuine Happineſs below. 

For this we walk along the breezy Shade 
Where mimic Art, and Nature are diſplay'd, 


LL ſeek with  Eagerneſs --- but few can find 


Where Fancy wanders with a wild Surpriſe, 

And painted Viſions dance before our Eyes : 
Hence we purſue the tedious Queſt of Gain, 

And calmly bear the Rigors of the Main, 

Brave the grim Fury of the northern Blaſt, 

And think our Wiſhes ſhall be crown'd at laſt, 
Alas! in vain to diſtant Climes we roam, 

Peace, would we find it, muſt be ſought at Home. 


T hou 
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Thou too haſt long in Secrecy repin d 


To realize the Phantom of thy Mind, 
For poor indeed, and ſcanty is thy Pay 
To cheer thee thro the Labors of the Day; 
But if, y Friend, thou art not now content 
With what the Wiſdom of the Heav'ns has ſent, 
Since 'tis by ſage Philoſophy confeſt, 
That Wealth is but a gilded Thorn at beſt, 
Had'ſt thou the Tenure of thy fancy d Store, 
Thy Mind wou'd be a Wanderer for more, 
Still wou'd thy Heart unſatisfy d repine, 
Tho' Streams of rich Pa&elus ſhou'd be thine ; 
But wou'd'ſt thou know what Methods will avail 
To make thee happy liſten to my Tale. 

A Prelate long with various Cares oppreſt, 


Bore them with Courage, and a peaceful Breaſt; 


Tho' Malice pointed her envenom d Dart | 
To wound the ſoft Compoſure of his Heart, 


Tho Oppoſition ſtop'd him on his Road, 


And check'd the Ardor of his Zeal for God; 


W 


He, ſtill directed by a -heav'nly Ray, 
- 


Whoſe Dwelling was the Dwelling of Content; 
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Serenely kept the Tenor of his Way. 
A Friend, who long had ſtruggl'd to obtain 
The Prize of cordial Happineſs in vain; 
With Heart dejected to the Prelate went, 


There hoping he had reach'd the wiſh'd-for Goal, 
Where he might find a Quietude of Soul, 
Can'ſt thou, (ſays he) my reverend Sire, declare, 
What will avail to mitigate Deſpair ? 
How from vain Doubts I may my Boſom free, 
And taſte the Sweets of Happineſs like thee ? 
"Tis caſy (ſays the Prelate) to relate 
How to elude the adverſe” Strokes of Fate: 
Uſe but thy Eyes aright ---and thou wilt ſee 
But little Reaſon for Anxiety. 
His Friend amaz'd--- ſtill beg'd him to impart 
The hidden Secrets of his wond'rous Art--- 
Know then, whate'er y Lot; the Prelate cries, 
Firſt I to Heav'n ſubmiſſive lift my Eyes, 

0 I then 


L408: ] 


n remember that my only Care, 


I 
Is for that bliſsful Region to prepare, 
And tho' I now thro' hoſtile dangers rove, 
They point the Way to Amity and Love. 

nce I look down upon the Earth, and find 
This Truth momentous preſs upon my Mind, 


That ſoon---ah | ſoon I muſt reſign my Breath, 


And haſten to the dreary Shades of Death, 
And when J in my kindred Duſt {hall lye, 
Small is the Space that I ſhall occupy ; 
I look abroad into the World---which ſhews 
A crowded Scene of complicated Woes, 
Where thouſands under heavier Burdens groan, 
And pine in States more wretched than my own. 
Hence am I taught that true ſubſtantial Joy 
Finds not a Reſidence beneath the Sky ; 
I learn where all my Sorrows have an end, 
Tho' Sorrows on Mortality attend ; . 
And when I ſee my Fellow-Creatures Pain, 
My paſſive Nature ceaſes to complain. 

B _ Go 
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Go then, my Friend, this eaſy Plan purſue, i U 


An Epiſtle to Mr. R. R. a Brother-Collegian, to invite 


That animates her Votaries ? 
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And bid to vain Anxiety adieu. ; 


him in the Vacation to a Chriſtmas Entertainment. 


ec dulces Amores 


OSbßerne, Puer, neque tu Chboreas. Honk. 


1 from the Plague of knotty Lectures, 


And various Puzzles, and Conjectures, 
Where philoſophic Noddles ſoar, 
And Regions unexplor d, explore, 8 
I've now, Friend Bob, a Minute's Time 
To chain my Thoughts in tinkling Rhyme. | 
Scatter the Clouds of hippiſh Sorrow, 
And come and dine with me To-morrow ; 
Why ſhou'd'ft thou ſtrive with eager Pace 
To be the foremoſt in the Race, 
Where alma Mater holds the * Prize 


®* Alluding to the Honors that are given in the Univerſity of Cambridge to thoſe that 
excell in Philoſophy and the Mathematics, 


1 
Shall Parallelograms, and Squares 
Perplex thee with ambitious Cares ? 
Or ſhall the vaſt unbounded Mind 
Within a Circle be confin'd ?--- 
No---rather let us now remember 

It is the Month of cold December ; 
Come then in Frolics, and in Play, 
We'll drive the tedious Hours away, 
Exhilarate our torpid Souls, | 

And riot o'er the jovial Bowls. 

But firſt, I beg thee to excuſe 

The feeble Flutt'rings of my Muſe, 

I hate to think in doggrel Strain, 

---Take it then ſmoaking from the Brain : 
How will it every Nerve 1nfpire | 

To fit around a chearful Fire; 

When driving Hail the Windows batter, 
And whiſtling Boreas makes a Clatter, 
When pinching Froſt benumbs the Plains, 


And howling Deſolation reigns, 
B 2 


To 


teh : 

To tell thee then our Chriſtmas Cheer, 
We've broach'd a Hogſhead of March Beer, 

We've 
And 


In vain ſhou'd I attempt to count thee, 


ountain, and the beſt red Wine, 


＋as generous as thine; 


My Mother's num'rous Kickſhaw Bounty, 
But, Bob, as far as I am able, 
I'll * the Dainties of the Table: 
0 Three Capons---delicately fair | 
A Ham that's fit for a Lord May'r ; 
A ſucking Pig---delieious Meat 
* Woud almoſt tempt a Jew to cat 3 
A Sir-Loin worthy of the Blow, 
© To which it does its Honor owe J 
* Whilſt each his Plate---fix Inches high--- 
Will fill with Pudding, and Plumb Pye, 
Till N ature fickens at her Store, 
Nor wiſhes for a Morſel more. 
And now we all begin to chat 
Vociferous of this, and that--- 


Dive 


14 

Dive into Politics profound, 

And ſink in Senſe, but riſe in Sound: 
Some to amuſive Whiſt inclin'd 

Sit down with thoughtful, pond' ring Mind, 
Or with Tobacco's grateful Fume, 


In copious Clouds obſcure the Room ; 
Others in lightſome Mood advance, 


Rejoicing in the mazy Dance, 


And ſhew by many an active Feat, 

That all their Movements are compleat ; 

This while the merry Bells are ringing, 

And Streets reſound with Carrol--ſinging, 

Each Nymph, and Swain dreſt Cap-a-pe, ; 
And all a perfect Jubilee,--- 

Ah! Bob, in this deluding Hour 

"Tis vain to fl from Beauty's Pow'r, 

For Nymphs you'll fee of ſweeteſt Grace, 

With magic Luſtre in their Face : PE 
And Pleaſures ſuch as theſe, my Boy, | 


The Ruſt of Pedantry deſtroy, 
B 3 Awake 


Awake the moſt lethargic Heart, 


* 


And give a Pulſe in er. N i 
But Time wou'd fail me to expreſs 2 
The Chriſtmas Jeſts, and Happineſs, 9 

A long, and arduous Taſk to tell, | 9 0 
Therefore in Haſte I bid farewell. 
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COMPASSION ro LORENZO. 
. Homo ſum; humani a me nihil alienum puto. TER. 


E T Szoicks with ſtern Apathy diſdain 
The Pangs that on Mortality attend; 
Be deaf alike to Pleaſure, and to Pain, 


And ſmile upon the Sorrows of a Friend. 


But with Compaſſion let ny Boſom move, 
Nor for an Enemy with Rancour burn; 


And let the Signature of SoCIAL Lovg 


* Grace me thro' Life, and decorate my Urn,--- 
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Come then, ſweet Pity, from the Throne of God, 


And bring a thouſand Comforts in thy Train; 
With zue for ever be thy calm Abode, 


And chear me with the Bleſſings of thy Reign. 


Swift ſhall my Food the hungry Belly fill, 

And Vigor to the feeble Knees beſtow--- 

Like the pure Stream that iſſues from yon Hill, 
And ſpreads Refreſhment thro' the Vale below, 


In ſome 'tis plain that Nature s plaſtic Hand 
Form'd them at firſt. of a more callous Frame 
But ſtill to all the whiſper her Command, 
And Nature's Maſter teaches them the ſame. | 


The poor, and wretched whom the. proud deſpiſe, 
To whom no comfortable Boon is giv'n, 

Haply are dearer in their Maker's Eyes, 

And will enjoy a loftier Scat in Heav'n. 


If Senſe refin'd be thy ſuperior Boaſt, 
Ohl think from whence the Emanation flow d; 


— 


Think 


1886 J 
Think -that the Particle may ſoon be loſt, | 
And was for nobleſt Purpoſes beftow'd. 


It Grandeur ſpreads her Glitter on thy Board, 
And Plenty pours the Bounty of her Horn, 
Soon may'{t thou quit th' accumulated Hoard, 
And be the Child of Poverty, ad Scorn. 


| Shou'd'ſt thou unmov'd a wretched Object ſee, 
And pour no lenient Oil into his Wound, + Bl 
From what kind Source wou'd Pity flow to thee 5 


If in the ſame Diſtreſs thou ſhou' d' ſt be found ? 


* When Storms ariſe, and Floods of Grief deſcend, 
When blighting Gales of adverſe Fortune blow, 


Free from Alloy, and gen'rous is the Friend, 


Whoſe willing Hand is open to beſtow. 


Can'ſt thou obdurate ſee Almeria's Fate 
When Chance dire&s thee to her mean Abode ? 
Art thou forgetful of her happier State 


Tho' lab'ring now beneath Affliction's Load ? : 
| * Cum Deus intonuit non ſe ſubducere Nimbo, 3 
Id demum eſt Pietas, id ſocialis Amor, Ovyio. - 


. * 
F 
2 : 
EC 
bo 2 
1 
N 
5 
A 
3 


11 1 
Hence * no more let Reaſon be thy Boalt, 
To Reaſon, and to Nature a Diſgrace; 


Better for thee to fly to Afrie s Coaſt, 
And prowl for ever with thy kindred Race. 


True ſocial Love is ever r uſfconfin'd--- 
So thought an * Emperor of high Renown ; 
Hence was he ſtyled the Darling of Mankind, 


And was an Emperor without his Crown. 


The Man that ſwells with arrogant Diſdain, 1 
Enſlav'd by Av'rice, and a vicious Heart, 

Whoſe Ear is deafen'd to the Plaints of Pain, 

+ Feels not the Joys Compaſſion can impart. 


; 

* Titus the eleventh Roman Emperor; who, for his great Philanthropy, was ſtyl'd 
Amor, & Deliciæ humani Generis—1t is ſaid of him, that upon hearing of the Death of any 
of his Acquaintance, he us'd immediately to enquire with himſelf what kind Offices he had 
done him whilſt he liv'd, becauſe it was now no longer in his Power to do him any more—and 
one Night when he was at Supper, recollecting that he had done Good to Nobody that Day, 
he ſaid, Diem perdidi, 

Poe loft a Day—the Prince who nobly cri 4 f 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown. Vous. 


+ Hence may be underſtood this memorable Saying “ No Muſic is fo pleafing in my 


Ears as the Requeſts of ay 5 riends, and the Supplications of thoſe who need ay Aſſiſt 
ance,” 


* f | + | Didſt 


1 6 J 
| Didſt thou, Loremo, ten to he, Voice, 


Surely thou woud'ſt not bucher my good Name, 


Thou woud'ſt not at my Mis' ry rejoice, 
Nor triumph at the Ruins of my Fame. 


Woud'ſt thou, Lorenzo, with alluring Bait 
Draw credulous Meliſſa to thy Arms? 

Then leave her mourning (but alas! too late, 
Her Stain of Honor, and her Blaſt of Charms. 
Thus the hard Rock uh feeble flatt' ring Pow T, 
(For what can ſtony, Barrenneſs ayail ?) 
Yields tranfient Nurture to the ſickly Flow r, 
Then ſtrews it wither d on the northern Gale. 


Shew me the Man of Pity and you'll find 
Unnumber'd Virtues harbour in his Breaſt; 
Smooth flow his Paſſions---tranquil is his Mind, 
And ſacred Honor is his conſtant Gueſt. 


True is his Hehat——conmeaning to aden 


With him ſecurely I can walk thro' Life; 


—— 


Nor 
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L 195 1. | 
Nor ſhou'd my Property a Wrong receive, 
My virgin Daughter or my faithful Wife 


He draws the modeſt from their lonely Gon 


To crying Orphans lends a pitying Ear, * 
The wintry Cold from Nakedneſs repells, 
And ſtops the Flowing of the Widow's Tear. 


Let but feign'd Sorrow mourn upon the Stage, 


And poor Monimia tell her Tale of Woe; 
Let him but hear Ozhello's frantic Rage, 


And Streams of genzum? Tenderneſs ſhall flow. 


Shou d ſome Apelles touch with magic Pow'r, 
The doleful Scene of * Innocence diſtreſt, : 
Cou'd he reſtrain the ſympathetic Show's ? 

Or cou'd the Sigh of Pity be repreſt? 


If ; in the Fever of delirious Youth 
Thro' Folly's Circle tis my Choice to rove: 


* Gregory of Nice, after giving a beautiful Deſcription of Abraham going to facrifice 
Ifaac, has theſe Words“ I have often caſt my Eyes upon a Picture which repreſents 
this moving Object, and cou'd never withdraw them without Tears; ſo well did the Pic- 
ture repreſent the Thing itſelf, eren as if the Action was paſſing before my Sight.” 
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[{ 207 J. 
The Man of Pity draws the Line of Truth, 


And hides my Foibles with the Veil of Love. 


Tho' oft embarraſs d with domeſtic Cares, 
How ſlow to blame, how eager to commend | 


His very Brute his foſt'ring Kindneſs ſhares, 


And with Affection owns him for a Friend. 


Yet trace his Actions thro' the martial F ield 1 


Here, tho tenacious of the gentleſt Laws, 
He nobly ſcorns ingloriouſly to yield, 
But dies intrepid in his Country's Cauſe. 


© Oh for Compaſſion ! thro' the Storms of Life 
Jo ſteer my little Veſſel to the Shore, 


Where I am reſcu'd from the Din of Strife, 


© And Diſappointments ſhall torment no more. 


© When Sickneſs ſhall my tott' ring Frame invade, 


© And feeble Nature a Support requires; 
© Let me receive the falutary Aid 


From bim---whom ſoft Humanity inſpires. 


© Such 
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© Such be the Arm in that tremendous Hour, 
In Sympathy to raiſe my ſinking Head, 


— 


* 


To fan Devotion's languid Flame and pour a 
The cordial: Balm of Comfort round my Bed. 


A 


La 


: Shou'd Friendſhip's Boſom feel for my Diſtreſs, 
And heave a Sigh reſponſive to my Grief, 


A 


* 


Methinks the Pang of Sorrow would be leſs, 


A 


And agonizing Pains wou'd find Relief, 


A 


But when Diſeaſe has brought me to the Grave, 
Thus let Affection greet my laſt Abode 2 


— Its 40 — tm 
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When Juſtice call'd how prone was he to ſave! 
May he receive that Mercy which he ſhew'd.' 
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The SPARROW, a and HAWK. Addreſ'dto 1 


A S once with my Cynthia I ſaunter' d along 
Where Spring had bedappled the Ground, 


Where the N lightingale warbled her Love-labour d Song, 


And N ature look: d ſmiling around. 


By Chance a fleet Hawk thro* the Air wing'd his. Way, 
(How hard 1s keen Rapine appeas'd |) 
When a poor little Sparrow that perch d on a a Spray : 


By the T) 2 2 Was cruelly ſeiz d. 


My Cynthia like 3 fled over the Plain, 
(Ever prone to relieve the diſtreſt !) 


With a Scream chas'd the Hawk ere the Sparrow was lain, 


And ſnatch'd him with Joy to her Breaſt. 
. lodg' d for a while in the ſafeſt Retreat, 
Where a thouſand ſoft Comforts ariſe ; 

i Cou'd he ever feel Happineſs half ſo compleat 
Tho' reſtor'd to the Range of the Skies ? 
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L 26 ] 
Ah then! cry'd my Soul, if my er but 757 
Ye Cares, and ye Sorrows adieu--- 


For ſurely the Boſom that pities Diſtreſs 


Will never forget to be true. 


If Misfortune, or Sickneſs their Woes ſhould impart, 
If the Frowns of the World ſhou'd torment, 

How ſoon wou'd ſhe drive the dark Clouds from my Heart, 
And infuſe the ſweet Balm of Content ! 


Then grant me, kin Heav'n, my ardent Requeſt, 
Oh grant me the Nymph I adore |--- 
If the Paſſage of Life with Cynthia be bleſt, 


Ambition can crave for no more. 


' OSSTAN's 


* | [24 ] 


' OSSIAN's Addreſs to the SUN, from FIN GAL. 
Attempted in BLanx-VERsE. 


H ! thou that rolleſt in the lofty Hear na. 
Round as the Shield that erſt my Fathers wore: 
Whence doſt thou draw the Luſtre of thy Beams? 


And where is thy eternal Source of Light ? 
Thou in*thy awful Beauty comeſt forth, 


And the Stars hide themſelves amidſt thy Blaze: 
The languid Moon with Aſpect cold, and pale, 
Sinks in the Boſom of the weſtern Wave; 

But thou thyſelf moveſt alone, Oh Sun! 

Who can attend thee in thy ſwift Career? 
The ſolid Oaks that tow'r upon the Mountains 
Yield proſtrate Homage to the Monarch-Time, . 
The Mountains totter, and decay with Years, 
Tho” fixt for Ages on the firmeſt Baſe ; | 

| T he tumid Ocean ſhrinks, and grows | again, 

The Moon herſelf is loſt within the Heav'ns : 
But 
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But thou, Oh Sun! for ever art the ſame, 
Rejoicing in the Brightneſs of thy Courſe : 


When Tempeſts darken, and appall the World, 


When Thunder rolls, and Lightning wings its Way, 


Thou in thy Beauty lookeſt from the Clouds, 


And laugheſt at the 128 of the Storm: 
But ah ! to Oſian a teen vain thou lookeſt, 
For he beholds thy chearfi Beams no more: 
Whether thy yellow Hair on eaſtern Clouds 
Reſplendent flows---or at the Eve of Day 
Thou trembleſti it che Portals of the Weſt; 


But thou perchance like me art for a Seaſon, 


And Time ſhall put a Period to thy Years : 


Thou in thy Clouds perhaps ſhalt one Day ſleep, 


Careleſs for ever of the Morn's ſweet Voice; 
Exult then, Oh thou Sun | in youthful Strength, 
Age is unlovely, deſolate, and dark, 

Tis like the feeble Splendor of the Moon 


That * thro' broken Clouds, when riſing Miſt 
D Enwraps 


L 26 ] 


Enwraps the Hills, and-blots them from the Sight, 


When the North - Blaſt· is howling on the Plain, 
When in his Journey ſhrinks the Traveller, 
Weary, and half Way diſtant from his Home. 
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The ADDRESS which was ſpoken by one of the Cha- 


rity-Children at the Anniverſary Meeting at W 


HA LL Charity with liberal Hand 
Her genial Gifts beſtow ? 

And ſhall my raptur'd Boſom ceaſe 
With Gratitude to glow ? 


Ungrateful ſhall my Tongue forbear 
Your Bounty to reveal ? | 

Whilſt Gop, who gives me Pow'r to think, 
Shall give me!Pow'r to feel. 

'Tis by your Aid that I am taught 
To walk in Virtue's Road; 


And ſhun the flow'ry Paths of Vice 
That lead me from my Go. 


Tis Vice that with unerring Dart 
Can give a deadly Blow : 
D 3 What 


| C 
I 28 ] 
What Thanks ſhoud then be paid to thoſe ; 
That ſnatch me from the Foe ? * : 
"Tis zou that with paternal Care : 
Conduct me on my Way, \ 5 
Along the darken'd Vale of Life, |; 8 * | 5 
And point eternal Day. ; 
But ſhoud the World's encircling Snares 
Betray my giddy Youth : 
You ſtand uncharg'd---who train d my Mind 
To Rectitude, and Truth. 
Thus tho' the Hand that fixt my Lot , WY 
A ſcanty Boon has givin: | 
Tis you direct the Means to gain 
The boundleſs Stores of Heav'n. . a 
Oh! may each Minute of your Days | ; 
In Scenes of Tranſport fly! _ g 
Till Juſtice bids the Curtain drop, f 
And gives you endleſs Joy. | | g 
* | ; 
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But chiefly ſhall my ardent Soul 
His ſovereign Goodneſs ſhew, 


Who touch'd your Hearts, and bid the Stream 
Of Charity to flow. 


For ever may his Name be bleſt, 
As 'tis in Realms above j 

For Angels ſpend ambroſial Hours 
In Songs of Praiſe, and Love. 


That Breath which gracious Heav'n affords, 
Let us in Thanks reſtore; 
And, whilſt we on its Mercies live, 


Submiſſively adore. 


Glory to God---who fits enthron'd 
Above the ſtarry Frame; 


\ 
Glory to God--- with general Joy, 


Let Nature's Voice proclaim. 


D 3 
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LEquam memento Rebus in arduis 
Servare Mentem non ſecits in bonis 
Ab inſolenti temperatam 


Ly " ” 


Lætitid — 


Tis thine a healthful Vigor to impart, 


Attune the Soul, e, lift it from Deſpair. 


Envy, nor Luxury with ue ſhall dwell, 


Nor ſhall Ambition diſſipate my Reſt: 


Virtue, and Temperance ſhall grace my Cell, 
And be Companions to ſo fair a Gueſt. T 


The Boſom that is chearful, - at Fae, 


Is grateful for each Favor that is giv” n. 


And pleaſes Him whom it was foum's to pleaſe, 


The gracious, and the bounteous LoxpD of Heav'n. 


OM E thou kind Soother of the drooping Heart, 
Oh Chearfulneſs ! and ſmooth-the Brow of Care: 


Look 


＋ 


bog 


F ² ² Fe 
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Look thro' Creation's Circle---and you'll ſee 
That all Things here for Pleaſure were defign'd : 


All bear the Stamp of the divine Decree, 
To baniſh Sorrow, and to bleſs Mankind. 


Yon rolling Orb, whoſe penetrating Ray 

Bids the grim Horrors of the Night depart, 

Revives us with the Bleſſing of the Day, * 

And gives a Sunſhine to the gloomieſt Heart. 
: | 


Nature has cloath'd the Earth with vivid * Geoth 
To chear the languid Organs of the Sight ; 
And ſcatter'd round a ſweetly-vari'd Scene ; 


Where every Senſe is raviſh'd with Delight. 


Hence the gay. Jeſſ mine, and the new-blown Roſe, 
A rich Repaſt of od'rous Charms afford; 


And hence the Vine with luſcious Juice oerflows, 


To crown the Pleaſures of the feſtive Board. 


— 


* It is obſerv'd, by that great Philoſopher Sir Iſaac Newton, that the Rays that pro- 
duce in us the Idea of Green, fall upon the Eye in ſuch a due Proportion, that they give 


the animal Spirits their proper Play, and by keeping up the Struggle in a juſt Ballance, ex- 
cite a very pleaſing and agreeable Senſation, 


The 


32 J | 
The feather'd Choir that wing the liquid Air, 
And,chaunt their Sonnets to the duſky Grove, 
Delight the Eye, diſpel corroſive Care, 

Or ſooth the Ear of melancholy Love. 


The limpid River that meand'ring flows, 
And bids the Meadows, and the Vallies ſmile ; 


The dripping Fount a genial Rill beſtows, 
And chears the Fancy as it chears the Soil. : | 5 


And not alone thoſe Forms of happier View, 
Where Beauty ſhines in delicate Attire, 
Fach random Stroke which Nature's Pencil drew 


Can calm the Breaſt, and peaceful Thoughts inſpire. 
Von craggy Steep (where frowns the mould'ring Tow'r, 
Where Heaps of rude Deformity are found, 

Where the Owl ſcreeches at the midnight Hour) 


Spreads pleaſing Terror, and Amazement round. 

The ruggid Rock, whoſe Baſis can ſuſtain 

The Ocean's Fury, and the {weeping Wind: rhe 
: The 
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The hoary Mount impending o'er the Plain, 
And barren Deſarts recreate the Mind. 


But bear me to Theſſalia's blooming Vale, 

Where Oſſa, and Olympus pierce the Sy- 

Where ſylvan Scenes the mental Taſte regale, 
And wake the Boſom to elyſian Joy. 


Here twines the Ivy round the branchy Trees, 
Here Nymphs, and Fauns their choral Gambols play, 

Here flow'ring Smilax wantons in the Breeze, 

And circling Warblers harmonize the Day. 


The ſoft Peneus glides along the Plains, | 
The waving Bow'rs their ſubtle Sweets diffuſe, . 5 
The jocund Shepherd tunes his artleſs Strains; 

And the fair Morn is deck'd with glittering Dews. 


Hail bliſsful Reſidence of downy Peace | 
Hail facred Source of undiſturb'd Repoſe l- 


 ® Flian, in his beautiful Deſcription of Tempe, ſays, that the River Peneus flows like 
Oil, but very different are the Accounts which are given by Livy, and Ovid. 


1 
p 
5. 
OR 
SI, 
N 
19 "4 , 
e 
* 
25 
: 985 
N 
Wo. 
75 
7 
3 
3 
FS 
. 
. 
w_ 
** 


E "Tis 


e — 24 1 
4 
— 


22 ů—— * — 2 3 _ * 1 5959 ' 
Tm — r a — | Fx) + ROY Þ 2 4 —.— — 4 a . a A chr bal : 

— — — 1 7 . a \ . * * 0 en v * n 23 K - 2 uae” —— adds, .. 1 

S 1 py LAY \ * * n Gs n 2 n — ery » — ow . wil dries a $=, > px 2 B 2 — Das ns Gs + — e rr F „ 22 
* — — - — . — — — * 993 4 * _- —— — da = - 2 = bh 3 — 9 4 ” = * wo 

SE” A IS r 5 © 4 n 1 ** . * 2 Ws; = = * £ * „ r nnn TIS * 9 - L SES — > -». AIP RES 

— v4 4 7 - S — * * — 1 A 4 * * £ W — 9 * We, 1 ** my * — —— mgy we. D , on — 

. 4 7 IL.  _ = he 1 I 


2 8 4 = PII N *F, — * - E 2 > 
BS - N K ä n — y ps | ; ES . " I” . AS WS TI Ny wk 5 8 IO RE . — ney — r . . — - 
n 3 * -v — : e N —— . K ' > = 8 2 ho. EE er n 2 — ' — F _ APIs = ——— : gow ** .-7 a4 
D 85 - R n ve 1 8 - 8 8 — ny 7, tt 4 ants eta = — r R 5 — me * * Wonne < - — — woe. : 1 PN bh 3 Cath MI be et 
2 3er 5 28 — 5 — „ 3 : - a 5 ö 2 ? - Denn IG OT I IA , "AS . 5 3 9 — K * . = 5 r 2 * - 
- T - 3 * 4 * bo eats Ns (EST, N Fe N 25 a 


rr 
p ; 


md 1 . *+ * „ — * * 
Py 
— ESE 4 
— 8 _— 


za * — ot ons eo — —— F 
ERS 


[36]. 
'Tis thine to bid the harſh Senſation ceaſe, - 
And, like Mepenthe, mitigate our Woes, 
---Tho' plac'd 8 probationary Clime, 
Where conſtant Danger menaces our ane 


Say, why ſhoud Gaiety be deem'd a Crime, 
When Saints, and Martyrs have indulg'd the ſame. 


What--tho' Religion with her Clarion-Voice : 


In Life's dread Warfare calls us to contend, 


She kindly bids the tim'rous Heart rejoice, 


And ſtrive for Honors that will never end. 


One fafil Enemy ſhou'd damp our Toy : 
If Sin ſhall rule us with deſpotic Sway, 
If from the Monſter we reluctant fly, 
"Tis Folly---or tis Madneſs to be gay. 


"Tis nought but ;bis ſhou'd greatly daunt the Heart, 
Not Age, nor Sickneſs, nor acuteſt Pain ;--- 

E'en Tyrant-Death with his terrific Dart 

The good Man may with Chearfulne/s ſuſtain, 


ä 

K& 
2 
| 


Pr 


$1 
1 
85 
2 
4 . 
4 
— 


n 
Vain ſhall the impious fange the World around) 
And ſearch for Chearfulneſs a thouſand Ways: 
Vain ſhall be mov'd by Concord of fweet Sound, 
Or blown to Rapture by the Breath of Praiſe. 


What if they court the Tranſports of the Chaſe, 
When from the Mountain peeps the bluſhing Morn, 


When Nature's Current ſprings into their Face, 


And the Woods echo with the ſounding Horn-. 


What if they fly to Pleaſure's ſoft' ning Bow'r, 
Where madd'ning Riot quaffs the ſparkling Bowl, 
Where Bacchus Sons protract the ſportive Hour, 
And quench their. natihd Dignity of Soul. EC: 


All is not Chearfulne/s that wears her Form--- 
Tho' placid Smiles may gleam upon the Face, 
Still may the Heart be blacken'd by a Storm, 

Or tortur'd by the Preſſure of Diſgrace. > 


Let in the Boſom tranſient Raptures roll, * 


And the Air ring with pealing Notes of Joy, 
2 


* 
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Still may they feel an Agony of Soul, 7 
And frequent heave the melancholy Sigh. 


Haply cach Comfort of their Life is fled, 

And Grief tements them with, her feſtering Thorn 
; Loft is the tender Partner of their Bed, | 

Or ſome proud Lydia treats them with her Scorn. 


* How hard the bitter 8 to allay! 
How hard to veil the temporary Gloom 
When cruel Fate has torn a Sire away, 


And ſnatch'd a Siſter to the dreary Tomb. 0 


But he, whom Virtue's ſacred Charms engage, 

Tho' for a Time the Child of Fortune's Sport, 
Tho gently ruffled by the Tempeſt's Rage, { 
* The Author here ſpeaks from ſad Experience—having had the Misfortune of lofing 


an affectionate Father and Sifter—the latter of whom was ſuddenly taken off by the Hand 
of Providence when Preparation was making for her Wedding, — | 


Is ſure at laſt to have a tranquil Port. 


Turn hopeleſs Thought! turn from her: Thought repell'd 

Reſenting rallies, and wakes every Woe. | 

Snatch'd ere thy Prime ! and in thy bridal Hour, 

And when kind Fortune with thy Lover ſmil'd, 

And when high flayour'd thy freſh opening Joys, | i 

And when blind Man pronounc'd thy Bliſs compleat. | Youne, 
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"Tis Virtue a perennial Grace beſtows, 


And bids the Boſom with ſweet Peace to move z 
Paints on my Cynthia's Cheek the opening Roſe, 
And decks her with the dimpling Smiles of Love. 


Tis 2his that like the ſteady ſolar Light, 
Sparkles for ever in Palzmor's Eyes, : 
Chaſes the Darkneſs of Affliction's Night, 


And chears him when 2 thouſand Foes ariſe. 


* 


Oh! grant ne then a Conſcience that is clear, 
Free from the latent Stain of cankering Sin, 
Then, tho' an outward Sorrow may appear, 


"Tis mine to harbour Chearfulneſs within. 
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A CAUTION, Inferib'd to a noted DEBAUCHEE. 


——longa eft Injuria. 


And ſpare a tender Maid 


Let Reaſon's ſovereign Command, 


And Virtue's Voice perſuade. | 


Ah! check betimes thy impious F lame, | 


Nor ſpoil a virgin Roſe--- 
Give ndt a Wound to ſpotleſs Fame, 


Which Time can never cloſe. 


Woud'ſt thou Florella's Peace deſtroy, 
And pierce her Breaſt with Care ? 

Or blaſt a Parent's opening Joy 
Thou Murderer forbear ! 


Poor is the Conqueſt to prevail 
O'er feeble Innocence :--- 
None but a Coward woud aſſail 
A Fort without Defence.--- 
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TILLAIN withhold thy ruthleſs Hand, 
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Shoud I thy Siſter's Charms invade, 
And equal Pangs impart : 


Woud'ſt thou not ſeize th avenging Blade, 


And ſtrike me to the Heart ?--- 


Had'ſt thou a Daughter who coud boaſt 
A Life devoid of Stain ; 

Say, coud'ſt thou brook that Glory loſt 
Without the keeneſt Pain ? 


Coud'ſt thou elude the foul Diſgrace ? 
Or hide the flagrant Sin ? 

When Conſcience ſtamps it on thy Face, 
And ſhews the Pang within, 


How little to Florella's Breaſt 


Woud Lenitives avail ! 
She walks in roſeate Paths oppreſt, 
Nor taſtes the vernal Gale. 


What tho' ſhe haunts the filent Grove 
Where Flow'rs, and Herbs abound ; 


a At 
No Herb is here for lighted Love, 
No Flow'r, like Virtue, found. 
"Alas | in vain the ſceks Relicf, 
(Immers'd in Nature's Gloom,) 


And haply by her 9500 Grief, 
She finds an early Tomb. 


Thus the ſweet Lilly on the Plain, 
That late its Charms diſplay'd, 
By furious Winds, and driving Rain, . 
Is blaſted, and decay'd.--- 
Poor artleſs Maids | unus'd to Guile, 
How little do you know |! 


What Treachery lurks beneath a Smile, 
What Boſom hides a Foe. 


Quick 8. ye Fair ! the Traytor fly, 
And dread the baleful Stain--- 


Think---that a momentary Joy 
May give an Age of Pain. 
BY To 


4 


* To MISS — er 


Me neque amare aliam, neque ab hdc diſiſtere fas et, 


CyNTHIA prima fuit. 5 — ——PROPERT. 
7 | 


O W ſhall the Muſe my Cynthia's Ear addreſs, 


Or paint the Graces of; the peerleſs Maid? - 
When Color fails her Tincture to expreſs, 


— 
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And ſick' ning Language lends a feeble Aid. 
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Fair is thy Form but fairer is thy Mind, : 
Smooth flows thy Temper like yon marble Stream, 


* — 


ee * 


To prudent Affability inclin'd, 
And Pity is the Subject of thy Theme. 


8 
N 


When thou art thus preſented to my View, 
In Robes of native Delicacy dreſt, 


Courteous, forgiving, generous, and true, 


How dies Ambition in my peaceful Breaſt! > 


* Wrote when a temporary Shyneſs ſubſiſted between the Author, and the Object of his 
Affections It may be proper to obſerve that a mutilated Copy of this Poem 


was ungenerouſly inſerted in a public Paper, and in the London Magazine, without the 
Conſent, or Knowledge of the Author. 


3 Give 
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Give me but Cynthia, and yon humble Cot, 


Where a few harmleſs Sheep are grazing round, 


Far---far before a Palace be my Lot, 
If in the Palace Cynthia be not found. 


How limited the Mind of ſoft Content! 
The Calls of Nature but a Pittance crave, 


Let us enjoy what Heav'n has kindly ſent, 
The Paths of Grandeur lead but to the Grave. 


Ah! what is Life without the Joys of Love, 

Ho heavily my Moments roll along! 

Ye beſt can tell, ye Manſions of the Grove | 
That nightly echo to my plaintive Song. 


Hail happy Grove | where I was wont to ſtray 
In focial Converſe with my Cynthia join'd ; 
Or idly paſs the ſultry Hours away, 


Beneath your cloſe-entwiſted Shades reclin d. 


Twas Friendſhip's Hand that was the only Guide 


That led my Cynthia to your filent Bow'rs ; 
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11 
Twas Friendſhip's Hand that innocently toy d, 
And grac'd her Boſom with your choiceſt Flow rs. 
Twas Friendſhip call'd us to the purling Rill, 


Where wiſpering Poplars on the Margin grow ; 
"Twas Friendſhip led us to the tow'ring Hill 


To view the Landſcape, and the Vales below. 


But ah] too ſoon an unknown Paſſion grew, 

Too ſoon 1 felt a pleaſing-painful Smart; 

The Goddeſs Friendſhip bid my Breaſt adieu, 

And Tyrant-Love was Maſter & my Heart. 5 


Twas then freſh Beauties brighten'd on thy Face, 


Each Limb with nicer Symmetry was wrought; 


And too- too lovely was each finiſh'd Grace, 


For Fancy's Pencil, or the Paint of T hought. 


So fair thy Form---ſo blooming to the Sight, 
So kind the Languor of thy radiant Eye, 
That Age beheld thee with a warm Delight, 
And youthful Shepherds with an amorous Joy. | 
Fx. Witneſs 
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Witneſs ye Dryads of this ſacred Grove, 
How oft beneath your Oaks protending Arms, 
I told my ſolitary Tales of Love, 
And wearied Echo with my Cynthia's Charms. 


Twas then the Streams flow'd muſical along, 
"Twas then the Meadows wore a richer Bloom, 
Each feather'd Warbler tun'd a ſweeter Song, 
And ev ry Gale was loaded with Perfume. 


But now no more I taſte your luſcious Sweets, 
Ye chilly Grotto's | and ye roſeate Bow” rs | 
No more ye Groves | I traverſe your Retreats, 


To cull the choiceſt of your fragrant Flow'rs. 


Far diſtant now from your ſequeſter'd Shade, 
No more I wander jocund o'er the Plain, 


Harſh ſounds the Chorus of the vocal Glade, 
And Zephirs bear their balmy Stores in vain. 


No more the fringed Bank of gurgling Rill, 


The Foreſt waving from the Mountain's Height, 


d. 


The 


K 
The Moſs-grown Ruin, and the Heath-clad Hill, 
Inſpire the picturing Fancy with Delight. 


Cans't thou then, Cynthia, doubt my Heart fincere, Ty 
Or Aught can lead my ſteddy Thoughts aſtray ? 
Or doſt thou think my Boſom is ſevere, 
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And villainouſly wiſhes to betray ? 


Have I not oft with filent-rapturous Gaze 
Spoke Confirmation how my Heart approv'd ? 


Haſt thou not ſeen me in Confuſion's Maze, 
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When my Tongue told thee faultering that I lov'd ? 


— 2 


Tho' I was oft in pleaſing Dalliance bleſt, # 
How diffident, and fearful to offend ! | 
hut oh! the ſecret Tumults of my Breaſt, 
To center there where all its Wiſhes tend. 


Come then, my Cynthia--faireſt-deareſt Maid ! 
No longer leave thy Shepherd in Deſpair : 
Nor let the full-blown Roſe of Beauty fade, 
&« And waſte its Sweetneſs in the deſert Air.“ 


F 3 Thus 


* 


(= | 
Thus my fond Heart---a Stranger to Repoſe- 
Like a poor Bird, when hunted from her Neſt, 
In drooping Melancholy tells its Woes, 
And hovers round its wonted Place of Reſt. + 


To 
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* Toa M A R RIED LADY of injur'd CHaracTER, 


In Amore bæc omnia inſunt Vitia : Injuri cc j 


| | N 

Suſpiciones, Inimicitiæ, Induciæ, | 
Bellum, Pax rurſum. | x TER. i 

| 5 1 
E T not my Friend lament her hapleſs Fate, [ 
Prone 1s the World to aggravate our Pain--- | 

| 

The Rage of puny Malice will abate, 1 
If vanquiſh'd by the Weapons of Diſdain. 
T Why ſhoud the Breaſt of Innocence repine ? ö 
Tho' threat ning Clouds thy ſweet Serene deform, l 
Thou, who art ſhelter deby a Pow'r Divine, 


May'ſt brave the Thunder, or the burſting Storm. 


Few but have felt the Sting of Envy's Tongue, 


He that woud free from Malice ſpend his Days, 


* Wrote when the Perſon, to whom it is addreſs'd, was cruelly ſeparated from her 'F 
Huſband—an unhappy Circumſtance entirely occaſion'd by the malicious Suggeſtions of 1 
a ſew contemptible People but their premeditated Dehgns were ſoon fruſtrated by the 1 
cleareſt Proofs of her Innocence, and ſhe again cohabits with her Huſband in the moſt per- Ii 
fect conjugal Harmony. 1 


(Thus 4 


[ 48 1 
(Thus Pope in envy'd Harmony has ſung) 


© Muſt live obſcure, and never merit Praiſe,” 


Nature firſt form'd thee with each winning Grace, 
With Charms might vie with Beauty's fanci'd Queen; 
Stampt a vermilion Tint upon thy Face, 


And bleſt thee with a Dignity of Mien, 


Thy Mind, like Eden's cultivated Ground, 
Was blooming, and eftrang'd to Thorns of Strife, 
Where Innocence diffus d its Sweets around, 


And Virtue flouriſh'd like the Tree of Life. 


A numerous Offspring, and a plenteous Store, 
The liberal Hand of Providence had giv'n, 
Nor did thy ſober Wiſhes crave for more, 


Pleas'd with the Bounty of indulgent Heay'n. 


In theſe ſoft Hours no Thought preſag'd a Fall, 

But ſmiling Union leffen'd every Care, | 

Smooth flow'd thy Comforts unallay'd with Gall, 
Nor had thy Boſom ever known Deſpair. 


How 
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How happy then thro' verdant Meads to ſtray ! 
Where rove the Heifers, and the milky Kine, 
Where ſnowy Flocks in friſky Gambols play, 
Tho' pure, and guiltleſs are their Lives Ha thine. 


In early Dawn how ſedulous to riſe !--- 

Prudent, and active for thy houſhold Weal, 

Ere Sol had ſtream'd his Saffron through the Skies, 
Or the ſweet Lark had rung her matin Peal. 


But now immur'd within the Walls of Grief, 


| Nature is fad, and mute the Voice of Joy: 


No wonted Taſk affords a kind Relief 
To ſtop the Tear, or diſſipate the Sigh. 


When late I ſaw thee in meridian Bliſs, 


One lovely Babe was dandling on thy Knee, 
Another wiſhful climbing for the Kiſs 
The pleaſing Types of Happineſs, and thee ! 


Ah! ceaſe, ye ſcornful, when the Hand of Time 
Theſe Babes to full Maturity ſhall rear, 


G To 
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To wound zheir Peace with th' imputed Crime, 


Or throw the baleful Arrow of a Sneer. 
1 3 


Methinks I hear thee in that happy Day, 
Pour forth the Dictates of a Mother's Heart ; 
This pious Leſſon to their Minds convey, 
And every Wiſh of Tenderneſs impart. ' 

c May you, my Boys, from Jealouſy be free, 
© That dread Allay to all the Sweets of Life | 


And you, my Daughters, never feel like me, 


The piercing Anguiſh of domeſtic Strife. 


0 


Woud you, my Children, taſte a Bliſs ſincere, 


Let calm Diſcretion ever be obey'd ; 
© Let Reaſon drop Inſtruction in your Ear, 
And Virtue's monitory Voice perſuade. 


© Think that not all the Riches of the Eaſt, 

* Can give Content, if once Content is loſt--- 
Nor can the World give Pleaſure to the Breaſt, 
If for the World, your Conſcience is the Coſt. 


Alas! 


1 
---Alas | how wretched is- poor Woman's Fate! 


Tho' born to ſoften, and divide our Woe, : 


Some Danger threatens her in every State, 
In every State poor Woman has a Foe. 
Amidſt the Triumphs of her virgin Years, 


When lur'd by Pleaſure, and her ſyren Song, 
How oft alarm'd with palpitating Fears | 


2 © 


How oft betray'd by Flattery's oily Tongue | 


> — . — 
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When fixt, and wedded to a ſpecious Friend, 
Each lucid Hope with Ecſtacy is crown'd, = 
Till he, whom Heav'n appointed to defend, | 


Is firſt to menace, and is firſt to wound. E 


Oh Jealouſy !---thou Foe of deadlieſt Bane !--- 
Thou to thyſelf doſt Miſeries impart, 
And, like the Miſer, feel a keener Pain, 


The greater is the Treaſure of thy Heart. 
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'Tis thine, like Darkneſs with Aurora Light, 
To hold no Commerce with the Cherub-Peace, 
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To check the Fancy in her harmleſs Flight, 
And bid the Joys of native F reedom ceaſe. 


Forbear to ken the an, the Eyes, 
Forbear to watch the ſoftly dimpling Smile; | 
Think not that Treachery in Ambuſh lies, 
Or that the Features wear the Maſk of Guile. 
Fallacious oft the Judgment of the Sight !--- 
Here it is weak imperfect--and confin'd, 
And H alone, that dwells in endleſs Eight, 
Can trace the dark Receſſes of the Mind. 


The truly virtuous---who to Heav'n are dear--- 
Who feel no Achs, oy boding Fears within, 
Are mindleſs oft 2 

And Chearfulneſs is branded for a Sin; 


w outward Deeds appear, 


Aſſur' d their Boſom is a ſacred Court, 


Where when aggriev'd they ever may 8 
And when opprefs'd can find a ſure Support, 
If Conſcience gives 'the Sanction of her Seal. 


Here 


( 58: ] 
Here fixing then the Anchor of 25% Truſt, 
Leave it to Heay'rr to mitigate thy Care; 
Heav'n ever looks with Favor on the juſt, 


And lifts them from the Horrors of Deſpair. 


E * 1 

* On the Death of the Author's Siſter, inſerib'd moſt 
reſpectfully to J--- H-IL Eſq; 

Qualis populed aber, Philomela ſub Umbrd 


Flet Moctem, Ramoque ſedens miſerabile Carmen 
Integrat | VIRG. 


Y ON Sun that on the Mountain gleams, 


And faintly chears me with his Beams, 
Ere long will vaniſh from my View, 
And bid the {lumbering World adieu, 
Whilſt Darkneſs with her pitchy Robe 
Will filently enwrap the Globe: 
Hence Nature, with the cloſing Day, 
Ceaſes her Beauties to diſplay, 
In dewy Tears laments her Fate, 
And mourns as in a widow'd State--- : 
The painted Flow'rs that deck the Meads, 
Encloſe their Sweets, and bow their Heads, 


* See Note, Page 36. 
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The checquer'd Scene, the e Bloom, 
Is loſt amidſt the twilight Gloom, 

And not a Songſter tunes his Lay 

To ſooth the Pilgrim on his Way, 

Save Philomel, with plaintive Strain, 


Warbles to mitigate her Pain, 
And ſtrikes the liſt' ning Ear of Night 
With ſweet--but dolorous Delight. 


8 Anna when ſhe left this Clime, 
To range beyond the Bounds of Time, 
Left my poor Heart with Grief oppreſt, 


And ſcatter'd Darkneſs through my Breaſt ; 


And not alone -:y Heart was mov'd, 


A thouſand Hearts rever'd, and lov'd :--- 
Each Swain beheld with raptur'd Eyes, 


Her fair meridian Glories riſe, 


0 


And wept the dear Enchantreſs gone, 
As Nature weeps the ſetting Sun. 


One 
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One hapleſs Swain---a plighted Youth 
Of facred Love, of ſacred Truth, 
When Auna fled, forſook this Strand, 
And weeps her in a foreign Land; 
Methinks I ſee his down-eaſt Eye, 
Methinks I hear his deep-fetch'd Sigh, 
As penſive by the mournful Grove, 
He pours theſe Strains of genuine Love. 
1 Ah! what avails that ev'ry Grace 

8 W Virgin's ſplendid Face? 
© That Nature, with intent to pleaſe, 
© Forms her with Elegance and Eaſe? 
* Since pallid Sickneſs may ſurprize, 
© And Death obſcure the brighteſt Eyes--- 
© Since thou, my Anna, art away, 
Ho tedious flies the dreary Day | 
For thou waſt Life, and Light to e, 
© Vain ſhines the Sun that ſhews not thee.” 
Dear Fellow-Mourner !---hapleſs Youth 5 


Great was thy Love, and great thy Truth; 
; g Great 


L I 
Great was thy Grief but greater ſure 
A Brother's Boſom muſt endure, 
Hence Tears for ever---ever flow--- 
Tears of unutterable Woe ! 


The languid Flow'rs of Fancy fade, 
The Heart-felt Rapture is decay'd, 


Sadneſs fits brooding on my Soul, 
And heavily my Moments roll ; 


No genial Comforts intervene, 


To chear me thro' the darkſome Scene, 
Save that the fluttering-feeble Muſe, 

A tranſient Succour can infuſe, 

When Midnight's ſable Horrors reign, 
And Silence reſts upon the Plain. 

Oh ! cou'd my Voice, with Notes divine, 
Warble, ſweet Philomel, like thine, 

* Or cou'd I, Anna, catch the Lay 
That harmoniz'd thy clofing Day, 


* Alluding to her ſinging a few Hours before her Death in a Manner peculiarly ftriking. 
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When Angels (to whom Charge was giv'n 

| To bear thee to the Joys of Heav'n,) | 

Bid thy departing Soul aſpire 

In Strains ſymphonious to their Choir, 

Where kindred Seraphs grateful ſing 
Eternal Praiſes to their King, 


And hail bleſt Spirits to the Shore, 

Where Pain ſhall never wound them more. 
Oh! cou'd my Voice, with Notes divine, 

| Warble in Uniſon with thine, 

Thy Praiſe, my Anna, ſhou'd ariſe, 
Above the Earth, and, reach the Skies, 
Upon the Wings of Fame ſhou' d fly, 
And, like thy Virtue---never die. 
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An ANACREONTIC ODE. To Mis ----- 
Inviting her to a Morning Walk in the Spring. 


TAST E, my Cynthia, haſte away, 


Let us now keep Holiday”: 
Let us on the upland Lawn a 


Hail the gently riſing Dawn. 

Now the Air, ſerene, and calm, 
Softly breathes delicious Balm, | 
And the Morn, with tuneful Voice, 
Bids the inmoſt Soul rejoice. 

Let us then together ſtray, 

Where the bleating Lambkins play, 
Liſten as we range along 

To the Black-bird's chearful Song, 
And with Peace, and ſmiling Mirth, 
Mark the Prime of Nature's Birth. 
What has Cy#*hia's Breaſt to fear ? 


Innocence is Guardian there; 


Innocence 


I « bo ] 
8 a Safety yields 
Better than a thouſand Shields: 


Mindleſs then of Slander's Tongue, 


Let us, Cynthia, range along; 
Heedleſs of approaching Night, 
Whilit the Morn of Life is broght, | 
Let us preſs the velvet Bed, 
Where the Crocus rears its Head, 


And in ſacred Silence prove 
All the chaſte Delights of Love. 


Haſte, my Cynthia, haſte away, 


Let us now keep Holiday: 
Sce yon Nymph of heavenly Mein, 
Walking on the radiant Green, 
Mark her flow, her ſtately Pace, | 
Eaſy Form, and lovely Face; 
View her in her rich Array, 5 
Deck'd as on a bridal Day: 
*Tis the Spring celeſtial Maid! 
Pointing to the bloſſom'd Shade = 


Now 
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Now, ye Virgins | and ye Swains | 
Tune your ſweet, your artleſs Strains, 


And ye woodland Warblers fing ! 
Welcome to the beauteous Spring. 


See ſhe ſcatters as ſhe comes 
Mingled Flow'rs, and roſy Blooms ; 
Infant Breezes round her play, 
Murmuring Floods bedew her Way, 
\ Kindly rolls her azure Eye, 
Streaming with Exceſs of Joy, 
Looſely floats her verdant Veſt, 
Mark oh ! mark her heaving Breaſt. 
Haſte, my Cynthia, haſte away, 
Let us now keep Holiday : 

Time is ever on the Wing, 
Youth is but a ſhort-liv'd Spring, 
Wintry Age will ſoon invade, 
And with Snow the Temples ſhade; 
Let us then our Time 1mprove 
With the dear Delights of Love. 
F FF 04 3% 
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AD VERTISE MEN T. 


T may perhaps not be improper to acquaint the On, 

that theſe Poems (if they may be call'd Poems) are 
the Author's e Eſſay, that moſt of them were wrote 
when he was about twenty Years of Age, and that they 
are now publiſhed at the Requeſt of a few Friends who 
were pleas d to honous them with their Approbation. _ 
Tho' the Author is ſenſible that theſe are Excuſes which 
many a Son of Dullneſs has offer'd, yet he hopes they are 
of ſuch a Nature, when founded upon Truth, that Criticiſin 


will conſider them with Candor, and that in the midſt of 
her Terrors (if he may be allowed the Expreſſion) ſhe 


will remember Mercy. 
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